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Christmas bells are ringing, ringing 


Through the fir trees draped with 


snow, 

While the frosty stars at midnight 
Set the Christmas world aglow. 

Christmas fairies ring the joy bells, 
Sending music everywhere, 


From the crystal bells that tinkle 
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In the keenly nipping air, 


And these words run through the 
music— 


If you listen you will hear— 


“In a manger sleeps a dimpled, 


Lovely Child, to children dear.” 


Christmas bells are ringing, ringing; 


From the North comes music sweet: 
Santa hurries to his children, 

Drawn by eager reindeer feet. 
Good old Saint, you never fail us; 

We are sure of you each year, 


And the crackle of the snow crust 
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Makes a sound we love to hear. 
Listen, children, listen closely, 


To the song of reindeer bell: 


“Jesus Christ has come to bless us; 


He is here, and all is well.” 


Christmas bells are ringing, ringing es) 
From the Christmas tree ablaze, A\ 3 


And the shining of the candles 
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Fills the room with golden haze. 
Brightest, happiest of seasons 
Is the mystic Christmas time: 
Joy encircles all the nations, 
Blesses homes in every clime. 
Round the Christmas tree we gather, 
And our happy voices ring: 
“Praises to the Christmas Baby, 
Jesus Christ, our Friend and King.” 
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Christmas bells are ringing, ringing 
From the belfry dark and high, 
And their music, floating, floating, 
Wraps the earth and fills the sky. 
All our hearts are full of music 
When the Christmas week comes 


round, 
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And our words repeat the message 
Of the church bells’ gladsome 


sound. 


And a single strain of gladness 
Swells from bell and lifted voice: 
“In the birth of our Redeemer, 


Let the whole wide earth rejoice.” 
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“Che 
Christiyas Tree 
YValwaVillage 


(i[Bernard Sexton 


Margot had not been in school at Valma Village very long before 
Miss Fitzgerald began to notice that in some ways she was different 
from the other pupils. Margot would sometimes sit in her little seat 
with her eyes closed for a minute or two. Then she would quietly go 
on with her work. 

‘Are you sleepy, dear?” asked Miss Fitzgerald softly, one day 
at recess, when she came up the aisle behind Margot and found her 
sitting very still with closed eyes. 

““No, Miss Fitzgerald,” answered the child. “I sometimes close 
my eyes when | want to ask God a question. I won't do it if you 
mind.” 

“Of course I don’t mind,” answered the teacher. ““What kind 
of questions does God answer for you, dear?” 

““He answers any kind of question I ask, Miss Fitzgerald.” 

**And he even helps you with your lessons ?”’ 

“Yes, he helps me with everything.” 

The teacher sat down in the empty seat beside Margot and put her 
arm around the little girl. Margot nestled close to her and murmured: 

“T love you, Miss Fitzgerald.” 

“And I love you, dear one,”’ answered the teacher. “Who taught 
you to pray this way?” 

““My father taught me. But it was so long ago and I was such 
a ‘teeny’ baby when he began that I do not remember a time when 
God wasn't helping me.” 

“Wonderful!” murmured Miss Fitzgerald. are a precious 
dear, and I am so happy to have you in the school. I notice that the 
little children run to you when they get hurt, and you always make 
them smile, no matter how bad the hurt. Do you ask God to heal 
them?” 

“No, Miss Fitzgerald,” the little girl answered slowly. “I do 
not ask God to heal them. I realize that none of God’s children can 
ever be hurt. If I know that clearly enough, the hurt goes away.” 

Miss Fitzgerald opened her eyes: ““That’s even more wonderful,” 
she said. “Margot, you are certainly teaching me.” 
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The child nestled closer. ‘No, Miss Fitzgerald,”’ she said shyly, 
“T cannot teach you anything, but when I am very good the Father 
is loving you through me.” 

The teacher looked down in wonder at her latest pupil. “I 
want to talk again with you, dear,” she said, rising. “And I am so 
glad and happy because you are with us.” She went to the door and 
called the other children in. 


All the rest of the day her face bore a thoughtful look. 


UE 


Things that had been made in the school shop and kitchen were hung on the tree. 


During Christmas week there were great doings at the Valma 
school. The people of the village loved their school, and so every 
Christmas eve the community tree was lighted in the quaint little 
schoolhouse. Then everybody came and the things that the children 
had made in the school shop and kitchen were hung on the tree. 

One by one the fathers and the mothers and the uncles and the 
aunts were called to the tree to receive loving gifts—not things pur- 
chased in a store, but all wrought out of love and labor by the children. 
It was truly a wonderful party. The smallest pupil of the school—a 
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little boy named Ronald, five years of age—called out the names of 
the grown people, to the great delight of everybody as his sweet lisping 
voice stumbled over the big names. It was growing dark outside, and 
the snow was falling. But within the Valma schoolhouse, which was a 
long building made of logs, two great fires were burning in the two 
huge fireplaces at opposite ends of the room. The tree glittered with 
candles. There was laughter and joy among the grown folks, and there 
was great happiness among the children who were playing Santa 
Claus to their elders. 

As little Ronald called the name of each person, that person 
came up to receive a love gift. Judy Thorne, a slender, red-haired girl, 
ten years of age, took the gifts from the tree and handed them to their 
owners. Then there was hand-clapping and laughter. At last came 
Judy’s turn to take off the tree a bit of dainty lacework that she had 
made for her mother. This gift was in a little flat handkerchief box 
which was tied to the tree by a string. It happened to be tied rather 
tightly and the excited Judy, forgetting, gave a little tug. Two candles 
dropped out of their sockets on the tree, and, falling, set some tinsel 
ablaze. 

The tree was on fire. Judy stepped back in alarm. Her mother 
did not hesitate a moment, but putting out her hand she led the child 
to the door. All this took place in a very few seconds. The mothers 
and the fathers in the back seats, with a burning tree between them and 
the single door, rose, and calling their own children to them, rushed in 
a body toward the door. In a moment the schoolroom became a scene 
of the greatest confusion, while the air was filled with the odor of burn- 
ing pine. There were cries of alarm and wails of fear from those whose 
way of escape was blocked. A pitcher of water crashed to the floor. 

Miss Fitzgerald and Margot had been sitting together by the re- 
freshment table, ready to serve refreshments after the presents should 
be given out. The teacher, seeing the danger to her little ones, rose to 
her feet with a cry of warning. ‘Walk to the door!” she cried to the 
excited people. ‘“‘Do not run.” Suddenly she noticed that the crowd 
was shoving her away from Margot. She looked back at the child, 
and to her astonishment saw the little girl sitting in her chair, quite still, 
her lovely face peaceful, her eyes closed. Like a flash, Miss Fitzgerald 
remembered her conversation with Margot, and like a flash, too, the 
truth came to her: “God will save.”” She relaxed her will and turned 
to God, at the same time calmly making her way back toward the 
beautiful child whom she had learned to love so deeply. 


It was the day after Cleisein. Ned Farley, the mail carrier be- 
tween Valma and Mill Spring, had stopped his jingling sleigh to de- 
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liver mail to big Bill Maynard at Forest Crossing. The two men were 
having a bit of a chat such as lonely folk like, passing the news to 
each other. 

“They had the Christmas tree at the schoolhouse day before 
yesterday,” Ned observed, gathering up his reins. “Came mighty 
near burning the whole place up, too.” 

““How’s that ?”’ asked Bill, who, having nothing else to do, hoped 
to prolong the conversation. 

“Why, little red-head Judy Thorne pulled a couple of candles 
down from the Christmas tree and it flared up. Then everybody made 


The child was sitting still, her lovely face peaceful. 


a rush for the door. Grandma Higgins was pushed right into the 
wood-box! It was a right bad crush and the place filled with smoke—” 

“Say, did it burn up?” asked Bill eagerly. ‘“‘I hope nobody 
was burnt.””. He wanted a bit of sensation to take back to the boys at 
the lumber camp. 

““That was the queer part of it,” answered Ned. “All of a sud- 
den somebody holloed: “The fire’s out!’ then the rush stopped, and 
people laughed and went back to their places. They had to haul 
Grandma Higgins out of the wood-box, but she wasn’t hurt.” 
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“Ts that so!”’ commented Bill. ““Well, well.” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Ned. “And Darnley, the innkeeper, told 
me it was a real bad blaze! “Why, man, that tree was burning,’ said 
he; ‘I saw it plain—a bad fire—and it stopped like a bucket of water 
was thrown over it. Yet, there was no water thrown.’ ” 

“Sounds creepy,” commented Bill. 

“Tt does that,” agreed Ned. ‘The minister says it was nothing 
less than a miracle.” 

“Say, I must go up and see that tree,” said Bill. “I'll go up 
today. Did they finish the party >” 

“Yes, they finished to the last item on the program, and every 
one went home happy and praising God.” 


Part I 
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Jamie S 's Thous ght Garden 


Chapter V1 


Jamie and Uncle Max had just seen the big Thanksgiving foot- 
ball game, and the small boy was still carrying the colors of his uncle’s 
college when the two left the elevated road and strolled across the 
park toward home. Uncle Max was carrying something else—a long 
pasteboard box which Jamie had seen the florist fill with great fringed 
chrysanthemums. Jamie knew without asking that the box would 
be left at Miss Fay’s door as they passed. At the Oak street corner the 
popcorn woman came in sight and Jamie raced ahead to buy some of 
her wares. He knew that they were to dine at the “Dovecot” that 
night, arid as his adored teacher was to prepare the meal he meant to 
spare her what he could by partly satisfying his appetite beforehand. 
He was munching at the crisp kernels when Uncle Max caught up 
with him, and as he held out the bag invitingly, he said: 

“If chrysanthemums are thankfulness flowers, as you said, my 
thought garden must be looking pretty nice now.” 

Uncle Max pinched Jamie’s ear teasingly. 

““Has Evelyn Fay promised to marry you, too?” he exclaimed. 
“T thought I was the only chap who had had a great windfall of 
happiness lately.” 

Jamie grunted disgustedly. 

“Uncle Max,” he said severely, “you haven’t gone and forgotten 
that my mamma is coming home in three weeks? Of course it’s nice 
that Miss Fay likes you when you thought she didn’t, and I’m glad as 
anything that she’ll be my auntie, but that isn’t like having a father and 
a mother come back from away across the water, and bringing a real 
English spaniel for your very own.” 

“T suppose not,” admitted Uncle Max, meekly, “‘but it does very 
well for a substitute if one isn’t to have the spaniel; and it certainly has 
made more thanksgiving flowers bloom in my thought garden than 
anything else that ever happened.” 

Just then Patsy came tearing down the street, giving quick yelps 
of delight. She frisked about Uncle Max’s legs and then pounced 
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upon Jamie, leaving a muddy smirch upon his collar and knocking the 
bag of popcorn into the gutter. 

“Down, Patsy,” commanded Uncle Max, and the dog obeyed, 
still wagging her tail joyously. 

Into Jamie’s cheeks had flushed a sudden red, which slowly faded 
out, telling a little story of victory. The boy stopped and patted his 
four-footed friend. 

““You didn’t know any better, did you, Patsy >” he said gently. 
“And you were glad to see us, weren’t you>” Then looking up at 
Uncle Max, he asked: “Do you think my mamma will notice that 
I am pretty nearly rid of those temper burdocks >?” 

“*Trust a mother for noticing that sort of thing, Laddie. She'll 
notice some other improvements, too, if I’m any guesser. The boy 
who came to me used to cry and fret sometimes—had plantain and 
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The boy stopped and patted his four-footed friend. 


chickweed, you remember, in his pansy bed of content. Mrs. Flynn 
thought he was rather troublesome in those days, but now I believe she 
would like to keep him here always.” 

“T run lots of errands for her,” explained Jamie, “and I pick 
my playthings up all the time now. She says my forget-me-not thought 
flowers are a great comfort to her.” 
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The boy and the dog raced up the walk together. 


“She enjoys your bright geraniums of cheerfulness, too, | am 
sure. That is a plant that helps the people who look at it, as much 
as it helps the one who grows it. It shows as plainly in one’s face 
as those pink blossoms show up there in my study window.” 

“T guess there'll be plenty of cheerfulness geraniums in my face 
three weeks from today,” chuckled Jamie, beginning a hippety-hop. 
““My mamma will see that much of my thought garden right away.” 

The boy and the dog raced up the walk together, disturbing 
Pussy Gray’s nap on the lowest step. Uncle Max looked after them, 
smilingly. 

“That thought garden scheme,” he mused, “‘worked better than 
the ‘firm hand’ which sister told me I should have to use. Another 
score for the methods of love, and another chrysanthemum in my 


bouquet of thanksgiving.” 
(The End) 
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FRANC 
DOLLY DEAR’S CRIB COMFORT 


We called last month, November, the “thank you” month; we 
shall call this month the “I love you” month, for that is what each 
gift that we give should say to the one to whom we give it, and that is 
what each gift that we receive should say to us. Jesus, whose birth 
we celebrate at Christmas, was the greatest gift that was ever given to 
any one, a gift from the Father to his children, for the Bible tells us: 
“God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son.” So 
we in turn give gifts of love to celebrate the birthday of Jesus, who 
was God’s gift to us. 

In the Northern hemisphere this month has the shortest days of 
all the year, but gives us some very long evenings in which to finish our 
gifts. We do not often stop to realize that even the lights, under 
which we work and study during these long evenings, are gifts of 
God. Long ago the members of a family spent their evenings around 
a huge log fire, such as we have sometimes when we are camping. 
Most of their work had to be finished before sundown, didn’t it? 
Then they began to use a torch made from a lighted piece of wood; 
later, animal fat in a little vessel with a piece of wool for a 
wick; then a candle; then a kerosene lamp, and now we use the 
wonderful electric light, just as bright as we care to have it. Some 
day when we become Christlike enough we shall know what the 
Master meant when he said: “I am the light of the world,” “Ye are 
the light of the world.’” Then we ourselves shall shine so in our world 
that we shall not need artificial lights. Are you beginning to shine? 

In our gift-making last month we provided for some of the grown- 
ups, so this time we shall make something for Little Sister, or for a 
schoolmate, or for Dolly Dear. 

The first picture shows a little carriage or crib comfort, and the 
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second one shows how to roll it up all ready for its Christmas wrappings. 
In making this little comfort you will learn how comforts are tacked, 
and later you may make one for Little Sister’s crib or for your own 
bed, or you may help Mother with a big comfort. 

For this comfort you will need two 


pieces of material of a size to fit the crib or 

carriage in which it is to be used. You may 7 = * * 
select the color and the material that you 7 : 
like best. The one that is here photo- 7 * = 
graphed is a pale pink material with light . = 
blue ribbons and yarn. Besides the mate- . = 
rial for covers, you will need enough half- ° . ° 
inch ribbon to go all around the com- 
fort; a half yard of ribbon about an inch : . . 
and a quarter wide, for the bow; a ball 
of yarn, for tacking; a piece of cotton . « 
batting of a size to fit between the two \ «© © @ 
covers; and a needle large enough for the - . . 
yarn. See that the two pieces of cloth : L 
are the same size, then lay the cotton Diagram 


smoothly on one piece, covering it with the other piece. Put several 
pins in it to keep it in place, then baste all around the edge. In this 
basting catch in just enough of the cotton to keep it from slipping; 
otherwise it will be hard to put the ribbon around it. 

Now let us mark off our comfort so that we may tack it. Look 
at diagram |. Let 
us put little pencil 
dots on the comfort 
just as evenly as 
they are placed on 
this diagram. Per- 
haps you will have to use a ruler to get them even. Next we shall 
thread our needle with yarn. If the yarn is heavy use one piece; if 
light weight, double it. In either case, pull the ends together as if you 
were going to make a knot (although you will not need to make a knot 
for this work). On the side of the comfort on which you made the 
pencil marks, take a tiny stitch on one of these marks through both 
cotton and coverings. Pull the yarn through to a point about an 
inch and a half from the ends, then tie the ends of the thread together 
in a hard knot. Cut both ends off short enough to look nice—about 
half an inch. Make these knots on all the dots. 


Now we shall take our narrow ribbon, and, folding it over the 
edge of the comfort, baste it in place all around. It is better to start 
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at a corner, being sure that the ends are tucked under nicely. Then 
we shall run this on in small stitches all around, with a fine needle, using 
thread the color of the ribbon. This is called binding. Remove the 
bastings and press the binding on the wrong side. 

Make a pretty bow of the wider ribbon and tack it on the corner 
where it will look prettiest. How nice and warm the little comfort 


will be during the winter weather for somebody’s Dolly Dear, when 
she is tucked into her crib for the night, or into her carriage for a ride. 

Some day when you are a bigger girl perhaps you will make 
bigger comforts and it will be easier for you because you will have 
learned to make this little one. 

Suppose we all say to each other and to all the big family of 
Wees and their loved ones: ““A Happy Christmas, the happiest that 
you have ever known!” 
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Bring an ear of yellow corn 
And rub, rub, rub 

Till the kernels rattle 

From the nub, nub, nub: 


Put it in a popper 
Made of wire, wire; wire, 


And shake the little popper ae: : 
O’er the fire, fire, fire. fe % 
% 
When the fire gets too hot Pe x 
You must shake, shake, shake, 
-And’a very pretty clatter 


It will make, make, make. 


When the popper gets too full 
ou may Know, Know, know 
That the fire has turned the corn 
Into snow, snow, snow. 


—Selected. 
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Yous 


Dear Wees: 


Do you believe in Santa Claus? I must tell you that I believe in 
him. But I never think of him as a jolly gentleman with a round body, 
a round face, and a white beard. I believe that the pictures which 
we see of Santa Claus are simply intended to make us think of how 
good comes to us in unexpected ways. 

I do not believe that the cow in the Mother Hubbard stories 
actually jumped over the moon, although I have seen pictures that 
made it look as if she were trying that jump. To me the story illustrates 
how quickly our thoughts may be changed—now plodding along, 
then soaring up into the sky of imagination. 

And I never believed that Jack’s beanstalk grew so much as it 
is said to have grown in a single night, but I have had my faith take a 
quick growth that lifted me in a flash, almost, from a very earthy earth 
to a very heavenly heaven. 

This is what I really believe about Santa Claus: 

His bulging pack, filled with lovely surprises, means that we do 
not know the nature of the good things that are coming to us. His 
coming from far away, out of the cold North, means that our good is 
everywhere, even in places where we do not see it. His coming with 
reindeer means that our good comes swiftly. His squeezing down the 
narrow chimney means that the good will come to us if we give it 
even a very little opening in our minds. His giving something to every 
child means that the good is free to all, and that any one who expects 
good will receive it. 

How do you like my Santa Claus? 

I am asking him to give you all a most merry Christmas. 


With love, 


Editor 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in forty- 
five days before the date of the issue in which they are to appear: For instance, 
letters and reports for February Wee Wisdom must be in by December 15. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 
Dear Friends at Unity—lI attended your Unity Conference. I thank God 


that I was able to attend such a wonderful meeting. Mother was relieved of 
pain while she was there.—/mogene Anderson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had many demonstrations. Your magazine 
has helped me to be a much better girl. I lost a school book. Though I hunted 
high and low I could not find it. I said The Prayer of Faith and asked that 
I might find the book. My brother found it. It was only slightly torn and 
dusty, though it must have been in the garden for several days. I was very 
glad, for I knew that my prayer had been anwered.—Dorothy Jolkovski 
(England ). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Before I received your letter my sister was well. 
I have said the prayer for her and for myself. I find that it helps not only 
in healing but in other things. If you only knew what good God and you have 
done for our family! You have taught us to praise and to give thanks for 
the small things we get and for the large things also. We received our beauti- 
ful home by praising and giving thanks.—Marian Peterson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day I had a bad headache. I said The Prayer 
of Faith and the headache was all gone.—IJda Schmidt. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you something that will help other little 
girls and boys to have faith to ask God for help when anything happens to their 
pets. David and I have a dear little puppy, and he fell eleven feet into 
a basement. When we picked him up he was nearly lifeless and seemed to 
have a broken leg. We began to ask God to make him well. I read a prayer 
out of “Divine Remedies,’” and Mother prayed too and knew that God's little 
creature couldn’t be hurt. The first thing we knew, our Billy dog was running 
around wagging his tail, very happily, as if he were thankful to be healed. 
Isn’t God’s love wonderful!—David and Mary Hesford. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom is a great help to me. I was sick in 
bed almost two weeks. I said The Prayer of Faith and I got well. I read 
Wee Wisdom to my little brother, and I lend it to my friends.—Virginia 
Margeson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Once I failed in school. I prayed The Prayer of 
Faith, and it helped me. When I could not remember something that | wanted to 
know, I said, “God is my help in every need,” or “I now am wise,” and that 
helped me very much. As I have been studying the Bible lessons, | know more 
and more about God. I say The Prayer of Faith every night.—Dolores V ones. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was very sick. I kept saying to myself: ““God is 
my health, I can’t be sick.’” I stayed in bed for an hour. When I got up I 
was all right. I love Wee Wisdom. My brother enjoys reading Home Tots. 
—Helen Barkmer. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—With your help I have overcome many bad habits. 
I think that Wee Wisdom is the most wonderful magazine in the world. I am 
beginning to love my teachers and they love me. I have a little Wee friend, 
and before she got her magazine I always lent her mine. She said it was the 
nicest magazine she had ever read.—Veta Abrahams (Jamaica). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was pleased with Wee Wisdom. I am an Indian 
boy. I read in an English school—K. Murugesan (India). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love to read every bit of Wee Wisdom. The 
stories and poems teach good lessons. The Prayer of Faith has helped every 
one in our family —Mary Ferris. 

Dear Editor—A friend of Mother’s gave Wee Wisdom to me for a 
Christmas present. I like very much to read the letters that you write.— 
Mary Smith. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom because it helped me to pass in 
school.—G. Ernest Marks. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I looked forward very 
eagerly to the Birthday number, and I enjoyed reading it. My mother and 
my sister are fond of reading you, too.—/ocelyn Pilgrim. 

_ Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI say The Prayer of Faith every night. I am 
going to make a school bag like the one you showed in September Wee Wisdom. 
—Leah Ferne Feaster. 

Dear Friend—Wee Wisdom taught me how to learn my lessons, not to 
copy my examinations, to tell the truth, and many other nice things. I enjoy 
the pictures, poems, and stories very much.—Mary J. Dragone. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you and look forward to your coming. I 
have just learned The Prayer of Faith and find that it helps me very much. 
—Mary Snyder. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received you as a gift from my aunt. I think you 


are wonderful. I like the Wees’ letters and Blanche’s Corner.—Mildred Davis. 


| 
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Dear Secretary—I have had Wee Wisdom for several years. Although 
I am fourteen years old I still look forward to its coming.—Wéilliam Remick. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you. I pass my copies of Wee 
Wisdom along, as I know other little girls who enjoy reading them.—Avis 
V. Clarke. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I keep well and happy by reading Wee Wisdom. 
Wee Wisdom helps me very much in getting my lessons and in passing my 
examinations.—Era Brisbane. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received my Booster pin, and like it very much. 
I wear it all the time. I think “‘Jamie’s Thought Garden” one of the best 
serial stories that we have had. I hope that it will continue a long while and that 
there will be something about sweet peas, as they are one of my favorite flowers. 


—Wendy Hugon. 


WEES WHO ASK FOR PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Maggie Abrahams: mother’s health; Edith Funck: health; Lois Martin: 
health; Raymond Coates: for eyes; Beulah Kearney: school work; Zenolia 
Marie Jackson: school work (Latin); Blannie Dent: that she may be more 
loving, kind, and gentle to every one; Mrs. J. Clary Donnelly: that they may 
find some one to play the piano at their Booster club meetings; Virginia McLean: 
school work (arithmetic and geography) ; Montana Hooks: school work and 
prosperity; Sylvia Vartaman: school work; Marcele Schott: health; Margaret 
Mackie: health for mother and self and that she may talk plainly and have a 
better disposition; Katherine Carr: help with school work and music and that 
she may form good habits; Otis Miller, jr.: school work, health, and obedience; 
Jean Marie Miller: school work, health, and obedience; Emmanuel D. Amarh: 
school work (arithmetic and memory). 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Hulda I. Lothroys, box 1592, Anchorage, Alaska; Lois Ellen Martin, 
p. o. b. 211, Martinsville, Ind.; Maud Lewis, Oreana, Idaho; Thelma Lemmons 
(15 years), 817 Allen st., Dallas Tex.; Sylvia Vartaman (12 years), 213 
Watsessing ave., Bloomfield, N. J.; Margaret Mackie, 420 W. Crescent, Mar- 
quette, Mich.; Viola Nigh (16 years), 4214 25th st., San Francisco, Calif. ; 
Hilma Polk (9 years), 1027 8th st., Lorain, Ohio; Erma Macedo, Napa 
Junction, Calif. 

NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Bernice M. Morrison; Eugenia Turner; George Rosset; Esther Muncie; 
Betty Page; Eleanor Gibson; Paul Ehrsam; Robert Burchett; Lois Ellen 
Martin; Barfield F. Grantham; Alfred Cobb; Gordon Kirby; Dorothy Gibson; 
Beulah Kearney; Zenolia Marie Jackson; Dorthea Hutsinpiller; Phyllis Hut- 
sinpiller; Bernard Hutsinpiller; Mrs. K. W. Farrar; Thelma Lemmons; 
Veronica Pearson; Jack A. Pearson; Sally Lou Pearson; Sedda Annabelle 
Brown; Albert Fredric Garmire; Ellen Claire Garmire; Catherine Kuster; 
Mary Foster; Loverne Lindahl; Loretta Day; Grace Stuck; Bernile Jones; 
Viola Topliff; Arline Stewart; Margaret Stewart; Catherine Kimmel; Barbara 
Myers; Lois Jones; Lela Alice Coppedge; Jeanne G. Welty; Elizabeth Beard- 
sley; A. E. Haroldson Davies; Marcele Schott; Sylvia Ruby Vartaman; Jean 
Elizabeth Haight; Lois Nigh; Viola Nigh; Malcolm Merritt, jr.; Dorothy 
Ann Schwartz; Martha McLain; Ruth Crawford; Jane Buhrman; Mary Rose 
Dye; Jane Hinchaw; June Hinchaw; Betty Duret; Betty Buhrman; Lois Hines; 
Mildred Hines; Helen Rottiger; Emmanuel D. Amarh. 


| 
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WEE WISDOM 


Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and 
good letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or a 
story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first 
has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we wish to 
let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 


THE Epiror. 


THE WISE-MEN 


Nancy Parr (12 years) 
Glencove, N. Y. 


When Wise-men came from near and far, 
Guided on by one bright star, 
Seeking the newborn king, 
There they found the Babe so holy 
Lying in a manger lowly; 
While the angels were singing above: 
“Christ is born, the king of love.” 


FLORA’S HELP 
GERALDINE BAUGHMAN (11 years) 
Glendale, Calif. 


Flora was a little country girl. She lived on her daddy’s farm 
and had very happy times helping her father feed the pigs and the 
chickens, and milking the cows. 

Flora went to Sunday school every Sunday. Whenever she 


made new acquaintances she always wanted to get them used to going 
to Sunday school. 
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Flora’s mother was a Sunday school teacher and Flora always 
knew her lessons. 

One Sunday her teacher asked her to learn the twenty-third 
Psalm. This troubled Flora very much. She said to herself: “I can 
never learn that, it is so hard; yet I know Teacher would like me to 
know it by next Sunday, even though she didn’t tell me so.” 

Before Sunday school was dismissed the children always said 
The Prayer of Faith. When they came to the words, “God is my 
help in every need,” Flora thought of something. After Sunday school 
she went home with a happy heart. 

Flora studied the twenty-third Psalm till she knew it perfectly, 
and she kept saying to herself: ‘““God is my help in every need.” 

The next Sunday she got up in front of her class and repeated 
the psalm without one mistake. 

Her teacher was very much pleased and knew that Flora had 
faith in Jesus Christ. 


THE BIBLE 


Gorpon C. MILLER 
Beaverton, Ore. 
Do not quarrel with your brothers and sisters, 
But turn them to eager listeners, 


While you tell them of a book 
In which every day to look. 


And they will be liable 
To learn of God in this book which is the Bible 


GOD IS LOVE 
HarrRiET ELIZABETH McLean (10 years) 
Sacramento, Calif. 


God is love, God is true; 

God will help in all you do. 

If you ask him in a kind way, 

And say The Prayer of Faith each day, 

He will help you on your way. 

Try this once and just you see 

What the result will be, 

For God made the earth, he made each tree, 
And he will make you as good as can be. 
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OUR SAVIOR 


EULA May FLANIGAN (12 years) 
Bartlesville, Okla. 


On the night of December 25th, 
Unto this earth 

The virgin Mary 

Announced the birth 

Of our blessed Jesus. 

And on that night 

The eastern star shone bright, 
To show the Wise-men the way, 


To the manger where Jesus lay 
Pillowed on the hay. 


DOROTHY AND HER ARITHMETIC 
DorotTHy HarpkopF (13 years) 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Once upon a time there was a little girl named Dorothy. When 
she came home from school one afternoon she told her mother that 
she was afraid that she would not pass in her arithmetic test. Her 
mother said: “Dorothy, ask God to help you.” That night Dorothy 
asked God to help her in her arithmetic test. The next day she got 
_— mark in her test. That night Dorothy thanked God for helping 

er. 


Now Dorothy always asks God to help her when she needs help. 


KIDDIE FUN 
RuTH Dubey AsQuiItTH (11 years) 
Washington, D. C. 
Dorothy has a little pony 
And he is black and white. 


She rides him up and down the road 
From morning until night. 


They went to town to get the mail 
For Mother every day, 

And often passed a flock of quail 
As they rode on their way. 
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LITTLE MARY 
CLEoRA Ritz (9 years) 
Galt, Calif. 


Little Mary was a sweet little girl, with golden hair and blue eyes, 
but she was lame and her cheeks were often pale. 

One day her brother Tom burst into her room, shouting: “Mary! 
Mary! See what I found!”” Mary looked; he had found a little maga- 
zine with a pretty cover. 

“Where did you find it? To whom does it belong >” asked Mary. 

Tom looked at the address, then he replied: “It belongs to Jane 
Grey, 3941 Green st. The postman dropped it but he was too far 
away for me to catch up with him when I found it.” 

Their mother telephoned to Jane Grey, who said that Mary could 
read the magazine and that she would come the next day to see 
whether Mary liked it. 

Mary read the magazine and liked it, so Jane subscribed for her. 

Soon Mary and Jane became great friends. 

Mary asked God to help her get well and strong, so that she could 
play like other girls. Mary’s prayers were answered; she became well 
and strong and could play like other girls. 

Mary always thanked God for her Wee Wisdom and her health. 

She is now a young lady, but she will never forget the day Tom 


found Wee Wisdom. 


cA Christmas Order 


But wi lI beers, Wee Wedom me 


Chats the “nicest present yet 
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OUR PERFECT BROTHER; THE GIFT 


At Christmas time we give gifts to our friends, trying in this 
way to express our love for them. 

Christmas giving began at the birth of our Perfect Brother, when 
the Wise-men poured out for the Divine Child gifts such as those 
Easterns were accustomed to give to princes and to kings. 

““God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have eternal 
life.” 

Our perfect Brother is the Gift of gifts. In him God has given 
us a perfect example of what he wishes each of us to be. 

God has so many gifts for us that it will take us ages and ages 
to learn even a small part of all that he wishes us to have. He already 
has given us so much that it would take us a long time to name all that 
we have received from him. 

As God has given us so many gifts, it is good for us to think of 
what we are giving him. He has given us our Perfect Brother, who 
is the way, the truth, and the life. Our Perfect Brother is the perfect 
way in which we may speak and act; he is the truth that God is with 
us and in us; he is the life that never fails. If we accept God’s gift 
we go in the right way, we know the truth, and we have the life of God. 
If we do not accept God's gift, we are like starving people lost in a 
storm, who foolishly refuse to receive food and advice as to how to 
reach home. 

By measuring God's giving to us against our giving to him, we 
see how nearly we are living as our Perfect Brother lived. God gives 
us all of himself, and in our gratitude for this, we give him all of our- 
selves. 

Our Perfect Brother shows us how to receive God’s gifts. “Give, 
and it shall be given unto you,” he tells us. By this he means that 
we must use our gifts, use them as unselfishly as he uses his gifts. By 
our kind acts we are to give joy to others, that joy may be increased in 
us. By our realization of health for others we shall increase our own 


LESSONS FOR _ 

“oA 
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health. We are to share with others all the good that we have. When 
we do this our good will be increased. 


But we are not to do these things merely for the sake of gaining 


‘more good for ourselves. “To do that would be to act with great 


selfishness. When we give without considering what we are going to 
receive, we are like our Perfect Brother, who gives all that he has. 
Then, not because we have given in order that we may receive, but 
because we have given perfectly, we find our minds and souls and 
homes filled with the presence of our Perfect Brother, the Gift of God 
to the world. 


I give freely and unselfishly, and God gives me himself. 


PLAYING POSSUM 
E. BRANDOM 


When bedtime comes, then I play possum, 
And I lie there just as still 
When my mamma comes to kiss me, 
And it gives me such a thrill 
When she puts her soft mouth closely 
To my neck and waits until 
I laugh out and hug her tightly, 
As she knows I always will. 


For food that grows in 
mellow field, 


For water from the spring, 


For all my daily blessings, 


Lor 


My thanks to thee I bring. 
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BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 7, 1924. 
THE MAN BORN BLIND.—John 9:1-41. 


GOLDEN TExXT—One thing I know, that, whereas | was blind, now 
I see.—John 9:25. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The healing of the man who was born blind helps to teach us that 
everything is possible with God. None of the people about Jesus had 
ever known of any one else who could open the eyes of a man born blind. 
As our faith grows we find that things which we had not thought possible 
become real to us, although other things still seem to be beyond our reach. 
Many people who feel sure that God can heal a little illness have not faith 
enough to know that he can heal a greater disease. Others who thank God 
for a little good have not enough faith to expect God to send them great 
good. We must learn that God is in us and that all things are possible 
with him. 

The faith of the man who was healed was strong because he thought 
more about the wonderful fact that he could see than about the strange way 
in which he had been made to see. He said: “One thing I know, that, 
whereas I was blind, now I see.” 

We often are blind to the things of God and only the Christ Spirit 
in us can make us see. When the true light of Spirit has dawned upon 
us our other thoughts often try to find fault and they spend their time 
trying to find out how the change in us came about. 

The light of Truth may come to us in the form of health, or as greater 
good in our lives, or in many forms. Our part is to receive it with praise 
and thanksgiving, so that our hearts say: “One thing we know, that, 
whereas we were sick and poor and weak, now we are well and rich and 
strong.” It should be enough for us that when we find the Christ Spirit in 
us we are made whole. We should gladly tell that we believe in the 
"Son of God, and we should worship him with our whole hearts. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the first great teaching in this lesson? 
Why did the man who was healed have strong faith? 
How are we sometimes blind? 
How may the light of Truth come to us? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—I/ have faith that God opens my eyes and 
shows me the light. 


= 
= 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I know not how the healing comes 
That makes me see the light; 

I only know that I believe 
In Him who gives me sight. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 14, 1924. 
THE RAISING OF LAZARUS.—John 11:1-44. 
GoLDEN TEXT—I am the resurrection, and the life—John 11:25. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jesus’ victory over death, and the great faith of Martha, are the big 
things that we should study in this lesson. Jesus did some wonderful works; 
still many people did not believe that his healings were the work of God. 
Many great things happen in our lives, and we sometimes think that the 
good things that come to us are from our parents or our friends, when in 
reality all the good comes from God. 

Our thoughts about God die when we allow ourselves to think about 
sickness and want and unhappiness in our lives. We have learned that 
our thoughts make our bodies; therefore if we let our thoughts stray from 
God, who is life, we cannot hope to keep life in our bodies. Martha and 
Mary both told Jesus that if he had been there Lazarus would not have 
died. The presence of the Christ in us keeps life in our bodies; we lose 
our touch with life when we let our thoughts go away from God or when 
we do not keep our minds fixed on the fact that life comes from God in us. 

When Jesus told the people to roll away the stone from the grave of 
Lazarus it was to help take away their belief in the power of matter. 
Every time we think or say that the mind of God in us has all power 
over our bodies, we are rolling away the stone. 

Our thoughts must be kept on life, life, life. When we think of the 
Christ Spirit within, we should think of it as the resurrection and the life, 
as the power that overcomes every thought of death. We should talk about 
life and pray about it, and when we pray we should give thanks that the — 
Father hears us always. 

LESSON QUESTIONS 

Where does all our good come from? 

When do our thoughts about God die? 

How do we roll away the stone from the grave? 

On what must we keep our thoughts? 


Lesson THOoUGHT—Father, I thank thee that thou hearest me 
always. 


| 
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MEMORY VERSE 


The life of God is great enough 
To overcome vain fears; 

And when I pray I’m thankful that 
The Father always hears. 


LEsson 12, DECEMBER 21, 1924. 
CHRISTMAS LESSON 
GOD’S GIFT TO THE WORLD.—John 1:14-18; 3:16-21. 


GOLDEN TExT—For God so loved the world, that he gave his only 


begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have 
eternal life-—John 3: 16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Our Christmas lesson helps to teach us that the things that we see 
come forth from thoughts. Everything begins as an idea in the mind of 
God. The flowers that we see are given to us that we may know more of 
God’s idea of beauty; his ideas of power come to us in many forms. But 
before we see these things they are ideas in God’s mind. 

We build our bodies by 
our thoughts. The thoughts 
of Jesus were all of God and 
they made him a perfect man. 
Our bodies become strong and 
beautiful if we keep our 
thoughts on God, and then our 
lives show the glory of God 
to all men. In this way we 
a are the word (idea) of God 

made flesh. 

As people look at us they see the kind of thoughts that we hold. 
Cheerful thoughts make happy faces; gloomy thoughts make sad faces. 
Every good deed that we do makes us more radiant. 

When we read about the birth of Jesus we are reminded that the 
Christ Spirit is born in us when we open our minds to the higher thoughts. 
The Spirit of Christ makes it easier for us to keep our thoughts on God, be- 
cause the Spirit of Christ declares to us the things of God. We need to 
believe that his Spirit lives in us and that from his Spirit in us (not in some 
one else) comes every good into our lives. Our belief saves us from all 
evil. 

As Jesus did not come to judge the world, the Christ in us does not 


or 
» 
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judge others, nor does it lead us to speak evil. The divine Spirit in us 
should go out to all the world as a saving power and as an example. We 
must obey it in all that we do and let the glory of God be seen in us. 
LESSON QUESTIONS 

How does everything begin ? 

How are we the Word of God made flesh? 

Of what does the birth of Jesus remind us? 

Are we to judge others? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ am the Word of God made flesh. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The Word was with and part of God 
Before the world began; 

The Word became a thing of flesh 
And dwells today in man. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 28, 1924. 
REVIEW: CENTRAL PERIOD OF CHRIST’S MINISTRY. 


GOLDEN TEXxT—He that hath seen me hath seen the Father.— 
John 14:9. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The one thing that stands out in the lessons of this quarter is that all 
things are possible to those who believe in God with all their minds and 
hearts and souls. 

We prepare ourselves for doing the works of God by calling to our 
minds the things for which the twelve disciples stand. Then we learn to 
pray in a way that is pleasing to God, as Jesus taught in the Sermon on 
the Mount. 

The parable of the sower teaches us how we should prepare and 
open our hearts to receive the word of God. The power of the Christ 
Spirit in us to rule our hearts and to still every storm is shown us by the way 
in which Jesus stilled the storm on the sea. Our bodies and our affairs are 
made peaceful and orderly as we learn to still our thoughts. 

The story of the prodigal son teaches us the wonderful love of the 
Father and of his joy when a wandering child returns. To use and to 
praise, in the name of the Father, the thing that we have, brings us greater 
use of that thing. This is shown us in the way in which Jesus fed the five 
thousand. 

The need to learn things from the Spirit within, instead of depending 
on other people, is the great lesson that we get from Peter’s confession. 
From the light that was about Jesus we learn of the radiance that is about 

those who know that they are children of God. 
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The story of the good Samaritan is a beautiful way of teaching us 
the divine love for all God’s children that should fill our hearts. The healing 
power of the Christ Spirit, even to overcome death, is part of the wonderful 
teaching that we get from the works of Jesus that we have studied during 
this quarter. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What is the greatest teaching in the lessons of this quarter? 4 
Name the twelve disciples and tell what they mean to us. 
How should we strive to learn things? 
Is there a limit to the healing power of God? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/f I believe in God with all my mind and heart 
and soul all things are possible to me. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The teaching and the wondrous works 
That Jesus did on earth 

Teach me the things that I may do 
When in me Christ finds birth. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; ay 
God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way _ 
Through every moment of the day. - 
I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


| 
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hil iy CORNER, 


| 
BIGE BECOMES A SLEDGE DOG 

The Friday night of the big snow, David hauled his sled from the 
attic, and polished the runners. 

The next morning, as soon as he and Bige had eaten enough pan- 
cakes, they started for Warren’s hill. A path had been cleared from the 
house to the gate, making the going easy, but they had to break a way 
down the lane to the big road. It was the first deep snow of the season, 
and Bige got a surprise when he leaped ahead. At every bound he 
sank to his neck in the snow. After the first shock he enjoyed it, and 
rolled and barked to show David how much fun he was having. 

From a distance, Warren’s hill looked like a huge ant hill, swarm- 
ing with ants. Every child in the neighborhood who was old enough 
to get out, was there. David trudged to the top of the hill and was 
soon cutting the wind to the bottom, with Bige racing and barking in a 
wild effort to keep up. Several times Bige got in the way of the 
sliders, causing tumbles. David attempted to make him wait at the 
top of the hill. 

“Stay there, Bige,” he said firmly as he started down the hill. 
Bige hung his head in disappointment. 

“Stay there, I say!” repeated David, giving his sled a shove. Bige 
stood there trembling with eagerness, until David was part way down. 
Then, being no longer able to withstand the temptation, he scampered 
after him. He came so fast that he could not stop, and fell head over 
heels into David at the foot of the hill. Every one laughed, and David 
did not scold the puppy for his disobedience. 

“T’'ll have to do something with him,” said David, “‘or he’ll be up- 
setting all of us.” 

“Why don’t you try letting him ride down with you?” suggested 
Cousin Bob. 

The next time down, David sat upon his sled and held Bige in 
front of him. About half way down the hill they were going too fast 
to suit Bige, and he tried to jump. David held him, but the sled 
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swerved from the path, and stuck in a snow bank. David and Bige 
described a sort of arc in the air, and lit head first. It was, as David 
said, just like falling into a feather bed, and did not hurt at all. But 
when they were back on the top of the hill, Bige hung back when he 
was invited to ride. 

“Come on,” laughed David, “‘and don’t try jumping this time. 
You will like coasting when you learn how.” 

Bige at last was persuaded to get upon the sled, but he leaned 
hard against David as they started downhill. The sled reached the 
bottom with both passengers this time, and after the third or fourth ride 
Bige began to enjoy it. He would run to the top and wait im- 
patiently for David and the next ride. 

“Why don’t you have him pull the sled back up?” called one of 
the boys. 

“That’s a good idea,” David agreed, so a rope harness was 
constructed, and Bige was put into it. At first he did not understand 
what was required of him. He was inclined to sit down and examine 
the sled and chew on the harness. David ran ahead and called, and 
Bige started after him. He jumped and ran sidewise until he tipped 
the sled over, then he stopped and looked back inquiringly. By the 
time they reached the top of the hill, he began to understand. After 
that he submitted to the harness and followed David more or less 
patiently. Occasionally he would dart off to the side of the road, com- 
pletely forgetting the sled. David’s command would bring him back 
quickly, most humble and obedient. David was very proud of his 
dog’s accomplishment. 

“He is a regular Alaskan husky,” he exulted. 

““He doesn’t do like the ones in pictures,” objected “‘Red”’ Sloan. 
“They never go running off the trail, no matter what they see, and 
besides, they’re a lot bigger.” 

“Oh, well, he’s young and needs training,” said David, quick 
to defend his dog. ‘““Those sledge dogs are trained by being put with 
a bunch of old dogs, who know how to act. Bige has to learn by him- 
self. I’ll bet he'll be as big as any husky when he gets his growth. 
Look at those feet!” 

“Red” was fully convinced, but Cousin Bob added, for good 
measure: “Just show me an Alaskan sledge dog that can do better, 
on his very first day, than Bige did.” 

Since no one could show an Alaskan sledge dog, good or bad, 
the discussion ended. 

“Mush! Mush!” called David triumphantly, and the procession 
proceeded to the top of the hill. 

At noon, over a steaming hot dinner, David told the family 
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how well Bige had drawn the sled, giving it as his opinion that the 
dog’s ancestors must have been real sledge dogs. 

Bige, in the meantime, was enjoying his warm dinner of carrots 
and potatoes, in happy ignorance of the fact that as a husky he should 
be devouring frozen fish. 


For Little Artis 


Pictures fr Coloring, & &dward Christman 
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\ a show their jp at Christmas time ‘ 
“CTese flowers: bloom —; == 
Cer gorgeous, pointed petals give 
\ A glory to the room — 


Select the brightest red in your color box for flower petals. Tint centers 
light yellow; leaves, bright green. Over floors and walls put a wash of grayish 
green, made by mixing green with a little red. Tint fireplace brick red; curtains, 
light yellow. Boy watching for Santa wears a violet robe. Violet is made by 
mixing red and blue. It is a dark night, so paint window a dark blue, leaving 
frame grayish green. Leave paper white for snow. The children have yellow 
hair. Flesh color is made of a little red and yellow mixed. 

If you keep your brushes well washed, all your paints will go to your picture 
in clear, clean tones. Use white only for high lights. 


ounsettia 
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CHRISTMAS CARDS 


By following these instructions you can make Christmas cards: 
Trace design with carbon paper and a hard pencil. Outline with water- 
proof ink; tint with water colors or crayons. If many cards are to be 
made, cut out design with a pen knife, after tracing on heavy paper, 
and use as a stencil. Stars and lettering should be gold color; sky, 
dark blue; sand, light yellow. 


MERRY 
CHRISTMAS 
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A.LETTER_TO SANTA 


ready for his children all over the world. Of course he 
knows already that Wee Wisdom boys and girls will expect 
some books from Santa Claus’ Book Shop for Wee Wisdom Chil- 
dren, but would it not be wise for you to look at this list of books 
and choose the ones that you wish him to bring to you? 

Then, too, you may wish to choose gifts for your little play- 
mates from this list of books. Talk to Mother and Dad about 
these gifts and be sure to ask them to send in your order at once. 


ie ANTA CLAUS is very busy these days getting his gift packs 


AunT Joy’s Nature TALKs—An explanation of the parts that the 
different animals and plants have in God’s plan of life. Attractively 


illustrated. Paper bound, $1; cloth bound, $1.50. 


THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE KEY—The adventures of three 
little girls in finding the keys that admit each of them to the beautiful 
Garden of Wisdom. Beautiful color illustrations. Price, $1.50. 


In Curist’s GARDEN—The diary of Little Sister, a daily record of 
her growth in the understanding and realization of the omnipresence of 


God. The price of this booklet is $.50. 


Love’s Roses—A Truth fairy tale of two little girls in a land where 
thoughts are flowers—good thoughts are lovely flowers, and evil thoughts 


are weeds. Price, $.25. 


TREASURE Box—A quaintly told and beautifully illustrated story car- 
rying with it the moral that the treasures of life are not given, but are 


found by seeking. Price, $.50. 


WEE Wispom’s Way—A story of the remaking of a whole family 
through their discovery of Truth; a story that every one, from the tiny 
tots to Grandmother, will enjoy. Paper, $.75; de luxe editoion, $1.50. 


WEE Wispom PicTuRE Booxs—Composed of selections from Wee 
Wisdom. Volumes I, II, and III represent selections from Wee Wis- 
dom for the years 1921, 1922, and 1923. Elaborately illustrated. 
Three complete books. Price, $1.50 each. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Santa is making toys for good girls and boys. His shop is full of 
toys. See if you can find a horse, a pig, a swan, a rabbit, a scooter, 
a trumpet, a clown, a cap, a sled, and a top. 
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By filling in a letter for each of the stars, a word of six letters is 
formed. The same three letters are used in making each of the four 
words. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLE IN NOVEMBER WEE WISDOM 


Watermelon, carrot, wax bean, plum, onion, potato, peas, celery, 
squash, corn, apple. 
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CHRISTMAS AT UNCLE JOHN’S 


We went to Uncle John’s house for 
Christmas. 


We took Boon with us. Max said 
that he might feel slighted if he were 
not invited with the rest of the family. 


Uncle John said that I must give him 
a kiss or a million dollars for a Christ- 
mas present. [kissed him. I gave him 
another present. It was a book. 


We all joined hands and walked 
around the Christmas tree. Then we 
sang, ‘Joy to the World.” I did not 
keep up with the music very well, and 
Ann did not keep up. But we did the 
best we could. 
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Just before time to start home, the 
snow came. We caught some of the 
flakes on a piece of dark cloth, and 
looked at them through a glass. did not 
know that snowflakes ever grew so large. 
Buddy told me to breathe on them. I! 
did, and then there were no flakes. 


It was snowing hard when we came 
home, but we did not mind. Boon tried 
to catch some of the flakes. 
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WHEN SANTA 
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CURRIER 
NYMAN ~— 
Two stockings at the fireplace, + 


Snow-white and cherry-red; 
Two sisters, Ruth and Betty, 
Lie in their little bed. 


But their blue eyes are open, 
Though it is getting late; 

They whisper: “We must listen! 
We'll see him, if we wait.” 
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“He's coming down the chimney,” 
At last, said little Ruth. 


“No! He is on the stairway,” 


Said Betty. “That's the truth!” 


Then Papa stood beside them. 
“Now, shut your eyes! Don't peep! 
Good Santa leaves no presents 


Till children go to sleep.” 
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Your Christmas 


Chest 
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By all That comes bo me each year 

From, Gods great treasure chest, 
My heart js filled with praise sheer 
all my life is blessed. 
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The north wind howls with real chagrin; 
| His pride is humbled quite. 
A fine predicament he's in— 


A king rides him tonight. 


In vain he whirls to left and right, 
And shrieks, his shame to drown; 

December rides in robes-of white, 
Icicles for a crown. 
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I'll give my mind 
To God today, 
And then I'll think 


In Wisdom's way. 


‘ll give my heart, 
at all may see 
God's love and feel . 
Its warmth, through 

me. 


I'll give myself 
To truth and right, x 

And greet with joy 

Each day and night. 
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